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the flower, the hill, the mountain range,
the sea, I must send, with the returning
streams in them, my praise and worship of
Nature, to add one tiny ray to the glory
which surrounds the One.

My griefs too harbour both the descend-
ing and ascending streams. When I suffer,
I see only the sad karma which the des-
cending stream brings to me on its tide.
What of the ascending stream, where is it
in my pain ? In the karma itself, for no
karma is blind or purposeless.   The
universe suffers with my suffering; but
the Cosmic Will in the universe has deter-
mined to transform all life to joy, in spite
of pain. There must ascend from me a
gratitude to the Justice which teaches me
that Law is all in all, to the Compassion
which tries to grow on my dark soil of
^ain the white flowers of virtue and
strength.

So slowly every man becomes a Medi-
ator, till life after life his circle grows and,
on the threshold of Nirvana, he holds
within his circumference all that lives.